nowhere. I am not referring to the demoralizing company
that teaches a boy to take life lightly. Young LoHvier
knows all about that already.'

These words, uttered without any edifying purpose,
awakened a painful echo in Antoine's heart. For his part, he
subscribed to them almost without reserve. The facts were,
after all, indisputable. Since his affair with Yvette he had
done little good at school. He had no time to do any serious
work, and when by chance he had, he could not concentrate.
Perhaps he would fail in the certificate, and indeed he looked
like doing so. He caught his father's eye, and hurriedly
peered at his watch.

6 Yes, time is getting on/ said his mother. ' You mustn't
be late, darling. Pierre, you must give him some money.'

For the past week Antoine had been dreading this moment
when, for appearances' sake, he would have to accept from
his parents money which he did not need, and which very
likely they could ill spare. His father drew his notecase
slowly out of his pocket and his face grew grave.

c Well now, how much will you need ? '

* Apart from the journey I shall have no expenses. And I
rather think that Tiercelin's father will be driving us back in
his car.'

In the course of previous talks on the subject Antoine had
mentioned the prospect of coming back by car, but his
father had paid no attention. Now that he had his notecase
in his hand, the word struck him disagreeably. He admitted
the existence of cars as an element in economic life, or as a
typical embodiment of modern civilization, but as actual
objects and belonging to individuals, they inspired him with
the sense of distrust he commonly reserved for manifesta-
tions of superfluous wealth and social inequality.

' I'm glad you're getting a holiday/ he said, * but I'm
rather afraid you may find yourself in an environment in

81                              F